


The T anting of the S hr tty 

Enter Katerina. 

Good morrow Kate, for thats yournamc Theaye. 

ICate. Well haueycu heard, but fome thing hard of heating. 

They call rue Katerine, thatdoiaikecf me. 

Pet. You lye in faith, fqr you arc call’d plainc Kate t 
And bony Kate ,and fom;ime-> Kate thccuril a 
But Kate ,thc prettied Kate inChriftcndotnc, 

Kate of Kate- hall, my ftipcr-daintie Kate, 

For dainties are all Kates, and therdore Kate 
Takcthisofme, Je^oitny confohtion, 

Hearing thy mildneflV prais’d in cuery Towne, 

Thy vertuesfpoke of, and thy bcautie founded. 

Yet not lb deepcly as to thee belongs, 

My (clfe am niou’a to woo thee for my wife. 

Kate. Mou’d in g<md time, let him that mou'd you feitktt 
Remouc you hence : I Knew you at the firft 
You were a meucable. 

•pet. W hy 3 what’s a moueabk ? 

Kat. A ioyn’d lloole. 

Pet. Thou hall hit it tcomc fit on me. 

Kate . Ailcs are made to bcarc, and lb are you, 

•Pet. Women are made to beare, andfoarcyoK 
Kate. No fuch lade as you , if me you meanc 
Pet. Alas good Kate , I w ill not burden tbec, 

Forknowing thee to be but yongand light. 

Kate. Too light for fuch afwaine as you to catch, 

And yet as heaute as my waight fliould be. 

Pet. Shold be, Iheuid : buzze. 

Kate. Welltane, and like a buzzard. 

•pet. Oh flow- wing’d Turtle /hall a buzzard takethee? 
Kate, lfora Yurtleashct'kesabuzza d. 

Pet. Come, come you wafpe,y’laith you are too angrie. 
Kate. If I be wafpilh, belt beware my fling. 

Pet. My remedy is then to pluckc it out. 

Kate. I, If the oolc could findcir where it lies. 

'Pet. Who knowes not where a Wafpe does w«»r« his fl*| 
In his taile. 

Kate In h's tongue? 

Pet. Whofc tongue. 
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Yate. Yours if you talke oftailcs , and fo farewell# 
p, t . What with my tongue in your taile. 

M rnmeaeaine.aeodiC«r, I am a Gentleman, 

Ni Ct£'''- : ****!»• 

?et 1 fwearcllc cuffeyou, if ycuftrikeagainc. 

Kate. So may you loofc your armes., 

If you fldke me^ you are no Gentleman, 

And if no Gentleman, why then no armes. 

<p et . A Herald Kate < Oh put me in thy bookes. 

Kate. What is your Crcfl, a Coxccmbc ? * 

<Peta A combeldfe Cocke, fo Kate will be my Hen. 

Kate. No Cockeof mine you crow too like a crauen. 

Pet. Nay come Kate come you mull not looke fo fowre. 
Kate. It is my falhion when I fee a Crab. 

•Pet. Why hepre’i notrab.and therefore looke not fowre; 
Kate. There is, there is. 

Pet. Then fliew it mee. 

Kate. Had I a glalfe , I would. • 

Ter. What, you meanc my face. » 

Knte 4 Well aym’d of fuch a yong one. 

Pet. Now by S. George I am too yong for you. 

Kate. Yecyou arc wither’d. 

Pet. Tis with cares. 

Kate. Icarcnot. 

Pet, N^y heare you Kate. In footh you fcape not fo., 

Kate. I chafe you if I tarrie. Letmego. 

Pet. No, not a whit, 1 find you pafling genilc: 

Twastoldmc you were rough, and coy, andfullen, 

And now I finde report a very ly ar : 

For thou art plcafant, gamefome, pa fling courteous, 

But flow infpeech : yet fwcete as fpring-time flowers. 

Tbouca nil notfrowne,tbou canfl not looke a Iconcc, 

Ncr bice the lip, as angde wenches will, 

Nor haft t hou pjeafure to be crolfe in talke : 

But thou with mildndfe entertain’!! thy 


wooers. 
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With gentle conference, f®fc, andaffable. 
wliy docs the world report that Kate doth limps? 
Uh fland’rous world : Kate like the hazle twig 
•is straight, and (lender, and as brovvne in hue 


